Daniel Boone

1735-1820

"EEP SILENCE, and the snow-blanketed forest brooding in
mystery. A young man finished carving letters on the bark of a
huge oak. Sheathing the long hunting knife, he stepped back to
view the handiwork.
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A sound reached the youth's ears. He slipped noiselessly be-
hind the tree. Frontiersmen, with senses trained to detect the
faintest signs of danger, hid first and investigated afterwards. It
was no childish game they played, but a grim battle for exis-
tence where a few seconds' negligence might cost a life.

Within a few feet of his hiding place an Indian passed, town-
ward bent and, therefore, probably friendly. So quietly did the
Indian make his way through the snow, that his footsteps would
have been inaudible to ears untrained in forestcraft All too
often had some townsman been caught unaware, never to be
heard from again. Nor could the settlers be too sure even of the
friendly Indians who might, upon slight provocation, turn to re-
lentless enemies. In Daniel's mind all this knowledge was in-
stinctive. A sixth sense guided his actions. Taking a course par-
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